CHAPTER  XVII

LIFE  IN   CANTON

MR. DEVISME had desired us to call upon Mm after
our breakfast, as he would take us to see the progress
of the manufactures carried on. Before seven o'clock in
the morning I was awakened by Bob Pott bouncing into
the room, calling me a sluggard, insisting on my im-
mediately rising and going along with him to see some
fun. I begged leave to put on my clothes first, to which
he eagerly answered, " Then you will be too late. Slip
on your morning gown and come along, it is only a few
yards off, and no one will see you." I did as he desired,
when he conducted me to a kind of closet over the
billiard room, bidding me look through a small aperture
which he pointed out, from whence I saw a most extra-
ordinary figure which instantly brought to my mind the
renowned Don Quixote, as described in the inimitable ro-
mance bearing that title. It was a tall, lank carcase, ex-
ceedingly stiff and erect, covered by an oil skin which seemed
to adhere to his skeleton form, shewing distinctly his almost
bare bones. On his head he wore a cap of the same material,
cut in a peculiar shape, and making his meagre countenance
and lantern jaws appear still longer than they actually were.
The tout ensemble was the most grotesque I ever beheld.
Not having the most remote idea who it could be, I asked
Pott, who with a laugh replied, " Zounds! have you so
soon forgot your new acquaintance, Stephen Devisme ? "
Whereupon I recognized the dismal features of that gentle-
man. He was giving directions to some servants who were
employed, as I imagined, in washing a parcel of puppies that
were plunging about in a large bathing tub of water, some
of them seeming to be in danger of drowning. Astonished
at the exhibition, I asked Bob the meaning of it, who,
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